MAIDEN CASTLE

DORSET                                             THIRD   CENTURY A.D.

ON a very fine spring morning three Romans, and
half a dozen British servants with them, rode out of
the south gate of Dorchester, heading for the sea.
There was Petellius Jovinus, who had just returned
the guards' salute; he was commander of the rather
second-rate legion which was at the moment looking
after the really quite well-established peace of this
part of Britain. There was his ten-year-old son,
Martius, who was talking very hard to one of the
grooms. And there was his younger brother, Alfenius,
who was In theory a lawyer and in practice the only
efficient importer of snails west of the straits. Two
years ago it had suddenly occurred to him to import
rabbits too, from Spain. He was quite sure they
would flourish here and be good for sport, even if
there were never enough of them to make any differ-
ence to the food supply. But his elder brother was
quite sure that the British climate would kill them all
off in a few generations. 'After all, they came from
the sands of Africa to begin with/ said Petellius, 'it
was our soldiers who brought them into Spain, where
they must shiver quite devilishly enough, poor crea-
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